A           BRUSH          WITH          REFUGEES

The eager, imploring look that accompanied these
words, forced out like difficult breaths between the
spasms of the man's agonies, sent a shudder through
the Major. Only the most dreadful sufferings could
prompt such a frenzied prayer. It was quite obvious
that the poor devil's case was hopeless. Swift death
would be a mercy for him.

Again the wounded man clamoured frantically in
husky, broken sentences to be shot. The dread of
being left there to suffer haunted his eyes.

" I'll do it," decided the Major, after a third agonised
appeal, and, to the sufferer's great relief, he commenced
to draw his revolver from the holster.

As he did so their eyes met again, and suddenly
the Major was aware of undergoing a change. Very
vividly he recalled the scene on the main road of a
few hours before. He recalled the intense hatred
towards this man that had filled his heart. He recalled
with what pleasure he could have shot him then. And
now. . . . No, he couldn't do it now. Some powerful
force seemed to be holding him back. If the man
had been a complete stranger, yes. It would have
been unpleasant, but he could have tackled the job.
But with this fellow it was different. Only a few
hours previously he had passionately desired to kill
him. He could not forget that. Yes, it was that
which made all the difference now. It made it
impossible . . . utterly impossible. The mere idea re-
volted him. Some deep instinct within him forbade it.

He replaced the revolver in the holster. On seeing
the action the expression on the wounded man's face
changed first to utter dismay and then to rage.
Between his spasms of agony he heaped curses on the
Major in a mixture of French and Flemish. The
Major did not understand all the words, but he could
follow the drift,
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